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J 4 ng Jamey was 
g 1 $15 Birth — 


_ laSha and Face ſo wondrous igh3 + 


And in his face there lies 
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A moſt Excellent 


New Ballad: 1 


7. a moſt een New Tune, called + 
Young Jamey. 
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With every beauty 
and every Swain exceeding: 


ſo charn ing every part, 
That every Laſs uvpenthe Green 


for Jamey had bd Hear 


In Jamey s powerlul eyes 
young gcds ot love are 


playing, 


a thepſand {miles betraying: 
But oh! he dances with 3 _ 
none like him ere was 
No god that ever faced was 
had ſo Divine a Mean. 


Swain 


To Jamey every 
. did lowly dc 15 f his Bonnet, 
And every Laſs did ſtrain 
to praiſe bim in her Sonnet: 
The Pride of all the I outh be wgs; 
the glory of the Groves, 
The — of each tender Laſs, 
* Theam of all our loves. 


But oh uphappy fate! 
ah! curſe upon Ambit;on, 
The buſie Fopps of State 
have ruin d his Condition; 


For glittering ho he leſt the Shade, 
his 2 


_— is undone, _ 
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A moſt u Excelleiit ” 
New Ballad: 3 


| To a moſt Backe New Tune, called + 
7 I. Young Jamey. 


bs” Ye: ung Javey was a Lad 


—_ — 


of R cyal Birth and breeding; 
With every beauty clad, 
ang every Swain exceeding : 
In Shape and Face ſo wondrous alt 
ſo charn ing every part, 
That every Laſs upcnthe Green 


for Jamey bad a Heart. 


In Jamey 5s powerlul eyes 
young geds of love are playing: 
And in his face there lies | 
a theuſand ſmiles betray ing: 
But oh! he dances with 2 . 
none like him ere was ſeen 
No god that ever faced was 
had ſo Divine a Mean. 


To Jamey cvery Swain 
a did lowly f his Bonnet. 

Arnd every Laſs did ſtrain 

to praiſe bim in her Sonnet: 

The Pride of all the Youth he wgs; 
the glory of the Groves, 

'The vleafare of each tender Laſs, 
the Theam of all our loves. 


But oh uphappy fate! 
| ah! curſe upon Ambit;on, 


The buſie Fopps of State 
hay ruin'd his Condition; 


For glittering hope he left the Shade, 
3 2 or ious hours are gone, 
a 8 By * Fe ools & ebene 


Poor amey is undone, 


A mot Excelle tt 2 
New Ballad: 


To a moſt Excellent New Tune, called 
Young Jamey. 


—— . — — 


5 { Oung Jamey was à Lad | 
of R cyal Birth and breeding; 


With every beauty clad, 
ang every Swain exceeding: 
In Sha pe and Face ſo wondrous fait; 
ſo cbarn ing every part, 
That every Laſs upen the Green 


for Jamey bad g Heart. 


In Jenes poweriul eyes 
Joung gcds of love are playing: 


And in his face there lies 


a thcuſand ſmiles betraying: 
But oh! he dances with à grace, 
none like him ere was ſeen, 
No god that ever faced was 
had ſo Divine a Mean. 


To Jamey every Swain 
did low ly d«ﬀf his Bonnet. 
Ard every Laſs did ſtrain 
to praiſe bim in her Sonnet: 
The Fride of all the Youth he was; 
the glory of the Groves, 
The pleaſure of each tender Laſs, 
the Theam of all our loves. 


But oh unhappy fate 
ah! curſe upon Ambit;on, 
The buſie Fopps of State 
have ruin d his Condition; 
For glittering hope he left the Shade, 
his glorious hours are gone, 
By flattering Fools & Knavesbetrgy'd 


poor Jamey is undone, 
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A mel Erle 
New Ballad: 


To a moſt Excellent New Tune, called 
Young Jamey. 


. 


' ung Jamey was a Lad 
| yr N 5 Birth and breeding; 
Wich every beauty clad, 
and every Swain exceeding : _ 
In Sha pe and Face ſo wondrous fait; 
ſo charn ing every part, | 
That every Laſs upon the Green 


for Jamey bad g Heart, 


In Jemey's poweriul eyes 
young gcds of love are playing 

And in his face there lies 

a thcuſand ſmi/es betray ing: 
But oh! he dances with à grace, 

none like him etre was ſeen, 
No god that ever faced was 

had ſo Divine a Mean. 


To Jamey every Swain 
did low ly deff his Bonnet. 
And every Laſs did ſtrain 
to praiſe bim in her Sonnet: 
The Fride of all the Youth he was; 
the glory of the Groves, 
The pleaſure of each tender Laſs, 
the Theam of all our loves. 


But oh unhappy fate! 
ah! curſe upon Ambit;on, 

The buſie Fopps of State 
have ruin. d his Condition; 

For glittering hope he left the Shade, 
his glorious hours are gone, 

By Aattering Fools & Knavesbetray'd 
poor Jemg is undone, 


